a hair or made a remark out 01 place. Jtsy cruel luck, alter he had survived all the adventures of our Greek expedition, he was killed accidentally by an explosion in Bari.
We four embarked in a landing craft which was laden with big six-wheeler trucks. There were one or two other passengers as well. As it was impossible for us all to crowd into the tiny single cabin, and also because I hated the fug, I explored the well of the ship for a suitable sleeping place. The trucks made wonderful covered wagons, as some R.E.M.E. troops on board had already discovered. Eventually I found a truck which had a jeep-trailer anchored down inside it. Moreover, the trailer had a canvas cover stretched over it which served very well as an improvised hammock. It was a rough and sickening trip. I spent most of the time lying flat on my back hoping that something would happen to put me out of my misery. When I raised bilious eyes I could see the superstructure in the stern tracing crazy patterns on the sky.
The R.E.M.E. men next door, with Southwell-Keeley as guest (henceforward referred to as S-K), did wonderful things like frying bacon. I was content to lie still, rocked in the cradle of the jeep. •
We landed at Katakolon, a place of pallid colouring and deep poverty. The Germans had left over a month before, abruptly abandoning all the trenches and pillboxes in the hills and blowing up the mole. We had our first insight into the Greek tragedy of modern times, the inflation, the starvation, the black misery, and the murderous hate. Peasants dragged the useless currency about in sacks. There were already 40,000,000 drachmas to the shilling, but the figure increased every day. The money had little meaning and barter was the general practice, but roughly speaking a loaf was worth 40,000,000 drachmas.
The inhabitants of Katakolon were numbed with want and already accustomed to British uniforms. They gave us no inkling of the frenzied reception we were to receive later, which made our expedition seem like a crazy, interminable wedding procession. To be loved is the most glorious sensation in this world. It was our fortune to be loved by a V\         r\       rl              »4-         Vi          1-v          1Pl-\ A     f^ A-nm c\ ~r\ n     vt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
